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hills, and the gates were closed at nightfall. When at last we did mount, the girth of one of the saddles gave way in the most unexpected manner. While Hamdi and I were trying to repair this, Hamdi's donkey strayed away. He went to fetch it, I mounted the mule, and Ahmad, giving his donkey a kick to send it off, came and stood by my side. The moment had come.
Hamdi Effendi retraced his steps slowly and reflectively. From the first nuance of suspicion he had conceived when I was using my field-glasses so attentively, the horrid fear that was oppressing him had grown visibly in his countenance. Coulcl anyone, calling himself a human being, be capable of such turpitude 1 It seemed to him incredible. A prey to obvious emotion, he advanced upon us till I called on him to stop in a voice that brought him up all standing. I was afraid he might consider the moment of our turning our backs on him a suitable one for pistol practice, and so did not want him too close. " May God preserve you ! " I cried. "Aren't you coming home ? " said Hamdi pathetically. "No," said I, "we are going to Muscat. Give my salaams to the Vali. Come on, Ahmad ! "
Ahmad seized my stirrup leather, the mule under most powerful persuasion bounded forward, and we were off. No shots followed : in his anxiety about the starched collar Hamdi Effendi had forgotten his revolver. When I last saw him he had given up trying to catch his donkey and was running for the gate.
Taking it in turns to ride and run we crossed the two miles or so of plough at a hand gallop, and reached the first foot-hills in a very short time, but so far as I was concerned more dead than alive. I was much out of condition, and let me here and now advise any of my readers who may ever find themselves under the necessity of doing this sort of thing not to wear chain armour. When the ground became too steep to ride, we parted with the poor old mule with a slash over the quarters that sent him galloping away. I glanced back : in Sanaa the bugles were sounding the retreat, and a single horseman was moving at speed across the plain, but not in our direction: no pursuit had yet started. Half running, half climbing, we stumbled upwards through the